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the Seine, and on the 2d of December our
Henry Sixth made his Joyous Entry dismally
enough into disaffected and depopulating Paris,
Sword and fire still ravaged the open country.
On a single April Saturday twelve hundred
persons, besides children, made their escape out
of the starving capital. The hangman, as is
not uninteresting to note in connection with
Master Francis, was kept hard at work in 1431 ;
on the last of April and on the 4th of May
alone, sixty-two bandits swung from Paris gib-
bets.1 A more confused or troublous time it
would have been difficult to select for a start in
life. Not even a man's nationality was certain ;
for the people of Paris there was no such thing
as a Frenchman. The English were the English
indeed, but the French were only the Armagnacs,
whom, with Joan of Arc at their head, they had
beaten back from under their ramparts not two
years before. Such public sentiment as they had
centred about their dear Duke of Burgundy, and
the dear Duke had no more urgent business than
to keep out of their neighbourhood. ... At least
and whether he liked it or not, our disreputable
troubadour was tubbed and swaddled as a subject
of the English crown.

We hear nothing of Villon's father except that

1 Bourgeois de Paris, ed. Pantheon, pp. 688, 689.